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NOVELIZED FROM PATHE PHOTO PLAY OF
; THE SAME NAME BY WILL M. RITCHEY.
I SYNOPSIS.

J "Ctrol J,rn" Borden, named trom a red
1 toOjnjM on hia hand, has aervod his

(Mjrd prison term. One In each Bordon
8Jrfttlon, always a. criminal, has borne

ftii Red Oirole mark. Jim and hia son
JTdd arO the only known llvlnjr of tho
ftfiwfbe. Max Lamar, a deteatlvo, Is de-
tailed to fcep an eyo n Jim. June Travis
Mid her mother meet Jim as ho lo re

J ftajfld. Jim and Ted. aro killed. Next
1

loV kwir Bes the Red Circle on a worn-- J
oVa nsnd outBldo a curtained automobile.
June, markAd with tho Red Clrole, rob3
DrWJt. a JQan Bhark, Iary, June's nurae.

i fflieoferB hor theft and tolls hor ohe Is
FofrqU Jim's" daughter, though Mra.'' Travis docs not know. Mary tricks La-- i
far. Lamar visits "Smiling Sam." Jim's
bid orline partner. Sent to Surf ton by

I fcjiHUuT Bm- - Alma La Salle robs the
I Krt at a ball. Mary polntB her out to

Liiaar who followB her book to town,
her with tho jewels and coes

Bam. On the edge of a cliff
i and pursued encase in deadly

Gordon, a fugitive, reBOues
June In turn eaves Gordon from

Bmlllnsr Sam Bees tho Red Circle

tJlpturos

hand.

INSTALLMENT

EXCESS BAGGAGE

against a rock, near the
"Smiling Sam" rubbed

knotted hand over the bristly
on his chin.

1
T "A Red Clrole on June Travis'

I Hand!" he muttered over and over.
,"Hor in blaaeB can that be?
pat?"

He orept from the protection of the
tavern-mout- h and peered around the
edge of the Jutting rock, nearer to

I
Mary and June. Their excited con-- j

versation was carried on in high-pitche- d

tones that easily reached the
J hidden listener's ears.

"Of all the que$r things that keep
! happening!" Mary was saying impa-

tiently. "I do declare it gets on a
j hody's nerves."

you let it get on your nerves,"

i"If Juno, "it's .rather fun any-- J

mysteriouB is fun."
"Look!",

3 . June raised her right hand and
pointed down the beach.
! "Ib that a man carrying a basket,

i lor do my eyes deceive me'"
Expecting an indignant retort and

deceiving none at all, made her glance
roguishly, from the corner of hor
eyes. She found Mary's horrified gaze

'; fixed on her raised hand. The light
i Jeft her face suddenly.
i "Is it there?" she asked, dreading
1 to look.
'i Mary took hold of the cold finger

tipB and 'pressed the marked hand
against her broast

"Yes, it's there," she answered Bad- -

"Well, daughter of 'Circle Jim,'
new mischief are you planning

ily."Smiling Sam" uttered a quick,
sound and ducked behind tho

as the two women looked in his
j direction. Crouched thero, gripping
J the smoothly worn surface for sup-- j

port, he grinned.
"Circle Jim!"
Juno Travis "Circle Jim's" child!
They turned and started to walk

"j Up the beach toward the TraviB cot--j
tage. "Smiling Sam" crept stealthily

i from behind the huge pile of rockB
and looked around for possible pur- -

' r

l "Now Lock Me In!"

7 ItaGrs. Finding the coast clear, he
, Jumped boldly into tho open and fol- -

1 lowed them as rapidly as ho consld- -

jj lerod prudent.
As June neared tho second rocky

bolnt, he called to her.
i , "Sam! Sam Eagan!" she gasped,
j i Wutching Mary's arm. "What does
1 oe want me for?"
, By this time "Smiling Sam" waH

3 Standing before them. He bowed over
, pourteouBly. When he stood erect,

j J jthere was a strange light in his beady

"i
f

'
"Sam!" June began reproachfully,

'after all your promises to me! After
--J all you"
j t "Vhat've I done, Miss Travis?" he
'1 Whined.

'4 "What have you done?" repeated
t& - June, moving a step nearer him. "Don'l

J f you feel the least bit of shame, stand
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ing there, before me, and asking me
that?"

Sam threw back his head and roared
aloud with genuine laughter. Mary
ran to Juno and put her arms around
her.

He Btepped before them and blocked
tholr way. Then he pointed a stubby,
gray-smirche- d forefinger at June's
lightly clasped hands.

"Not bo quick!" he repeated sharp-
ly. "I've got your pedlgreend it's
a poach."

Cold fear crept into Juno's heart.
She made a spasmodic attempt tohldo
her hands behind her back. Sam
laughed triumphantly.

"Who would 'a' thought it," ho
purred at hor. "MIbb June Travis
prison worker, saver of souls, a little
angel of the cells a crook daughtor
of 'Circle Jim,' th'e slickest thing I
ever chummed with."

"Come to the house with me!" Mary
Implored piteously.

"Didn't I tell you not so quick, old
lady? She ain't going to the houBo
with you and leave me cold. Qet mo?"
he snarled.

"What do you want?" askod June,
looking straight into his vicious little
eyes.

"Oh, going to be nasty about it,
eh? Well, now look here, you out
it. They're after me. And 'Circle
Jim's' daughter will get me food and
protection, or I'll squeal good and
plenty and trade her secret to the po-

lice, see?"
June shrank into Mary arms all

her bravado gone.
"Oh, maybe ma would like to know

the glad news!" he nneered. "Woll,
here goes."

"Stop!" June caught at his dirty,
wrinkled coat sleeve. "Hide! Hide
quickly, before thoy see youl To-
night I'll leave a basket of food for
you at the corner of our garage you
know the place! Now, hide!"

Sam cast a last threatening look at
tho two figures in the distance, then
dodged deftly behind a convenient
bowlder.

Juno swayed toward Mary.
"Your mother is coming, lamb," she

warned. "She mustn't know she
mustn't suspect Pull yourself togeth-
er. And keep your hand hidden."

June nodded wearily
"I will," she said. "She won't know.

I won't let her know."
"Have you found any trace of it?"

Mrs. TraviB called to her, a minute
later.

"Not a trace. Mary and I have
looked all over this part of the beach."

Once inside her room June and Mary
dropped pretense.

"You ought to hate me, dear," Juno
said at last. "Your life Is a misery
to you now But you must know that
I wouldn't cause you sorrow or worry,
if I could help it don't you know it,
Mary? When these spells come on,
I "

"There, there!" interrupted the old
woman, drawing her into the circle of
her arms. "Hate you? I love you bet-

ter than anything In thlB wide world
And I'm going to stay by and shield
you as long as there's life in me. Now,
we won't say any more about that
ever. What we've got to think of now
Is this latest danger. We have to get
away from Surfton. dear right away.
Tell youx mother you want to go back
to the city."

"I don't think it will work, but I'll
try." she said meekly.

Hor courage ebbed even further
when she entered the library a mo-

ment later and saw tho expression of
impatience on her mother's usually
smooth brow. Evidently the Irrita-
tion of tho stolen lunch had not vrorn
off.

June wont up to her chair and put
hor arms over hor mother's shoulders.
Mrs. Travis looked up. The touch
was not that of impetuous June at
all. It waB unnaturally meek and gen-

tle. A look at the wan face alarmed
her.

"What Is It what Is It, darling?"
she asked hurrlodly. "Do you fael
ill?"

June nodded.
"Yes," she said, shuddering slightly

as tho thought of "Smiling Sam" came
back to her. "I fool ill. Mother, I
want to go home to tno city i mean.
I want to go tonight, mother."

June had worked herself up to tho
vergo of nervous hyotorla. Mrs.
TraviB saw, with alarm, that Bho was
under some great mental strain.

"But I think you will get well so
much more quickly down hero, dear."

Her determination was weakening.
June felt it. It gave her new cour-

age.
"So many queer things have hap-

pened Blnce we've been hore," Mary
put in quickly. "The child's nervos
have been upaet for several days. Sho
didn't want to worry you, so she hasn't
Baid anything about it. But Tve
known, and it has scared mo."

"Do you think it's aB coed for her
in the city as it Is hero?" Mrs. Travis
asked, In surprise.

"I think the best place for her, Just
now is tho placo sho wants to be,"
said Mary quickly.

"All right, If you think it's advis- -

able, we'll try it, although it's very
much against my will."

"And we can go this evening?" June
asked eagerly.

"Yes," answered Mrs. Travis with
some reluctance.

Tho girl Jumped up from her chair
and hugged her rapturously.

"Oh, I'm so glad! Thank you so
much, mother doar. You'll see how
quickly I got woll in the city. Come
on, Mary."

Upstairs, Juno was throwing arm-ful- s

of fluffy petticoatB and danco
frocks from the depths of a clothes
closet, faster than Mary could pile
them up on the bed.

Thero was a subdued knock at the
door. Mary opened it. Yama stood
in the ,hall. He had the two trunks
on a small hand truck.

"Put them anywhero," June sang
out, "and open them."

Juno's face clouded suddenly. She
came close to Mary and spoke in a
whisper.

"We will have dinner early tonight
and we start for tho city In the car
right after. We have to manage to
get that basket of food to Sam, Mary.
I'm afraid not to. Afraid!"

"Oh, I'll arrange that all right,"
soothed the old nurse. "I'll have tho
basket fixed long before. Then right
after we've finished dinner you ana I
can slip out on some pretext or, other
and "put It at the side of the garage."

At seven o'clock that evening a
bulky, crouching figure slid along in
tho shadow of the hedge skirting tho
Travis grounds. It made for a small
gate, looked cautiously to the loft and
right, then darted through, toward the
roar of the garage.

A huge touring car. rolled half
through the open doorway, reflected
the light of a low moon from its high-
ly poliBhod hood.

Tho man sneaked around in the
shadows, saw and dodged back, fear-
ful lest there might be someone in e

peered around the corner of the
garage and grinned mockingly as ho
saw Mary and June steal down tho
steps of the llttlo back porch and run
down the driveway in his direction.

Sam crept along the outside of the
garage, keoping woll within the
shadow. Tho fierce hunger that
gnawed within him almost overcame
hio caution. As tho two women drow
near he darted toward them, snatched

Got Peach."

the basket from Mary's arm, and
plunged an eager, dirty hand Into It.

"Go out of the grounds and eat it,
please!" begged June. "Someone may
come at any minute "

June to force him around the
garage.

"Say, quit pushing mo!" he grum-
bled indignantly. "There ain't a soul
here. I don't seo what you're get-

ting all fussed up about."
"I tell you, Bomeono may come any

minute."
Mary looked toward the house. A

shadow crossed a lighted window. Sho
added her entreaties to June's.

"If you expect to be fed and pro-

tected you'll havo to do as we say."
"Say, you people talk like you wore

doing me a favor!" he observed in
heavy Borcasm, "when all the time
it's mo that's keoping 'Clrclo Jim's'
daughtor from a little uniform and a
tin cup!"

"Oh, hush, huBh!" Juno's voice was
shrill with terror. "All ask you to
do is to leave tho grounds. Now will
you go, or won't you?"

Oh, well, when you re decent about
It, like that, I suppose I'll go," and
"Smiling Sam" allowed himself to bo
urged around the garage into the dark-nos- s.

He reached tho rear gate, still
munching. And then a thought struck
him. Those two women had seemed
desperately anxious to bo rid of him.

A heavy step crunched tho gravel
of tho driveway. Sam dropped into
tho shadow and waited. He saw the
chauffeur approach tho car, carrying
an aimful of motor robeB and two
heavy suitcases. Ho heard the thud
as thoy were along the floor of
tho tonneau. Then there was a sud-

den snorting, a whir and a sharp
oxploslon, as the car shot forward

and rolled down tho drive toward the
house. In tho protection of tho shrub-
bery, "Smiling Sam" groaned out a
string of oaths.

Double crossed! So that was their
gamo. Woll ho'd show them. Ho
took handfuls of sandwiches from tho

basket and stuffed them into hlty

greasy trouBor pockets, kicked the
basket outside the grounds and started
for the back of the house. Then, step
by Btep, he cropt toward a long open
window, from which a yellow band of
light streamed out across the lawn.

Having reached it, ho tried to stifle
his rapid'breathlnc Inside there was
a clink of china and tableware.

He saw Yama pick up a small carv-
ing set and open a shallow drawer in
the buffet. But before the little Jap
had a chance to put the knife and

away June called to him' from the
hall.

Instantaneously obedient, Yama
dropped tho Implements on the table
and started for the door, whore he col-

lided with June as ahe ran in Bwathed
in chiffon veils and motor coat,

"Oh, there you aro!" She smiled at
his evident embarrassment, "Yama,
here's the key of my large trunk the
one with the trayB, you know. It's
so Jammed full wo can't it. Will
you close and lock it after we've gone?
The baggageman will be here soon."

"Of a certain, Miss Juno," assented
the grave llttlo man.

"Thank you. Now will you come out
and tuck us in the car? Thero's no
one who can fix an automobile robo as
snugly as you can, Yama. Somehow
or other it always stays put."

Flattened against the houso, Sam
heard Mrs. Travis give final instruc-
tions about locking up the place.
June's musical young voice called"out:

"Don't forget to givo the express-
man tho right address, Yama."

A dull rage burned In Eagan's heart;
the malignant, virulent rago of th6
duped crook who has never before
doubted his own craft. Braving the
light, tho possibility of capture every-
thing he stepped boldly through the
open window and walked to tho center
of tlje room. His hand closed on the
ugly knife lying on tho table, with a
savageness that was foreign to hia
usual suave methods.

Overhead he hoard the floor respond
almost imperceptibly to Yama's light
steps. That must bo the room the
trunks were in, ho decided. He bonl
down and crept along the floor, so thai
his body could not bo seen from the
outside.

Once in tho darkened hall, he stood
erect and felt his way to the stairs
They creaked faintly under his bulk
weight too faintly to attract attGn

"I've Your Pedigree, and It's a
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Then

tion in tne upper corridor a nair-opene- d

door showed a lighted room.
Yama, his back toward the door, was

trying to persuade a bulging trunk
that his slight weight was sufllclont to
end tho argument. "Smiling Sam"
slowly and silently opened the door.
Intent upon the stubborn Job before
him, Yama heard nothing sensed
nothing.

Sam stood over him, brandishing, the
knife, snarling, swearing, threatening.
The delirious fright of tho llttlo man
before him lired his blood.

"Take tho trays out of that trunk
and dump tho things in that closet
over thoro," ho commanded.

"You'ro going to look mo in, ship me
to the city as baggage and keep your

- gab muzzled. If you breathe a word,
to anybody," hero Sam drow an aoro-plan- ic

road map with his knife "I'll
run this little lawn mower down your
throat, cut out your vocal cords and
string 'em on my zither! Get me 7

Now lock mo in!"
Tho ashen, shaken Jap clicked tho

koy In tho lock and adjusted tho
straps. Downstairs, ho heard tho bag-
gageman tramp up on tho back porch
and knock loudly on the door.

Yama ed the two men back into
tho room and showed thorn tho trunks.

Botween thorn thoy hoisted tho
trunk containing "Smiling Sam" and
carried it downstairs.

In his office, surrounded by his stuffy
old records and ecleuco books, Lamar
had been struggling all day to rid him-
self of the vision of a pair of challeng-
ing oyoB, laughing HpB and a crown of
adorable curls.

In uttor disgust ho slammed down
a book on "The Defective Cerebel-
lum," tootc his hat and cano from tho
rack, and strolled over to the office of
tho chief of police.

The chief camo out to greet'hlm.
"Hollo what's up?" he Inquired

tersoly, at first sight of him. "Look all
gono to pieces. What is it? Stomach,
liver or heart?"

"Oh, I'm worked outl" explained Max
impatiently. "These 'Red Circle' cases

hare got me going. They make-m- e sm!
what a dub I am."

"I don't want to speak to you about
the 'Red Circle" Allen told-- him.,
"Come on Into the office and hare a
smoke. I want you to drop theH
cases for a while and go to work on
the Gordon affair. 'The Farwell cor-
poration will pay heavy blood money
to get him back. You're the maa I
want on it."

"I'd like to do anything you ask
me to, chief," he declared, sincerely,
"but I can't handle this Gordon case.
Because I'm going to Btick to the
'Red Circle' until I solve it."

There was a knock at the door. The
chief's secretary came in from the
outside office.

"The two men you sent down to
Surfton on the Gordon case aro out-Bid- e.

They'd like to see you at once
very important,"
Lamar reached for his hat. The

chief interposed.
"No, I want you to stay and hear

what they have to say. Maybe it will
arouse your Interest sufficiently to
make you change your mind. Send
thorn in, Harry."

The two detectives rushed into the
doorway, oach desperately anxious to
tell the oxclting story.

"Didn't get a trace of him down
at Surfton," Boyle, the tallGr of the
two, burst out as ho croaaed the
threshold. "Must have had & pal
down thero who warned him."

"And we wore coming back to town,
disgusted wjth our luck," Intercepted
Jacobs, "when all of a sudden I look
out of the window and see this fellow
Gordon, standing plumb on the aide-wal-

aB bold as you pleaso. Of course
Bill and I got off that car in double-quic- k

time; but beforo wo could steal
up on him Gordon sighted us and "

"And made for an alleyway," the
first detective broke In, JealouBly. "We
chaBed him down the alleyway It was
one running alongside a lumber yard.
We got a patrolman to stand guard
over tho entrance to the yard while
we investigated farther down the
alley but nothing doing."

"Did you search tho yard?" asked
Lamar quietly.

"Aw, how can you search a lumber
yard?" scoffed Jacobs. "A guy could
havo you playing hide-and-see- all
week In one of those things. We put
the patrolman there bo he couldn't
make a getaway."

Tho chief looked at Lamar.
"Well," he asked slyly, "doeB It

change your mind?"
Max shook his head.
"Sorry. But it doesn't. Good-by- .

I'm not going back to the office Just
yet, I'm going to tako a brisk walk.
Maybe when I get back some of these
cobwebs will be cleared out of my
head. I'm not going to walk past any
lumber yards, either," he added a
parting shot.

Tho four men all interested in the
man hunt for the little embezzler, Gor-

don laughed heartily. If only one of
them had looked out of the window
of the chief's office at that minute he
would have Been a weary, bedraggled
creature holding a small, white card
In his hand, wander past, looking for
an address. ,

The weary, bedraggled creature was
Charles Gordon, fugitive attorney,
who, after a night spent on a damp
park lawn, was seeking Max Lamar to
throw himself on his mercy.

The sight of a blue uniform with
brass buttons on tho street corner
ahead of him made hlra dodge rapidly
Into a convenient doorway. Heavy,
regular footsteps approached his hid-
ing place tho measured facing of the
patrolman on his beat, known so well
to evaders of embarrassing situations.
The blue, well-fe- d figure got atjreast
of the spot passed It, unseeing. The
coaut was clear.

Gordon jumped from the doorway,
skirted the building, keeping close to
the wall, and turned the corner. There
ho drew a free breath and pushed his
hat back on his forehead. v

Tho second large doorway from the
corner had "Black Building" carved
In the stone up over the arch. Gordon
looked at the card in his hand.

The penciled line under Lamar's
name read, "512 Black Building" He
walked through tho hugo glass door
and started to mount the stairs. A
man sneaking from the law's hands
docs not tryst himself to elevators
or rather people who run them.

At the top of the fourth flight ho
turned down the hallway to his left
and looked for the door with that
number on It. He found It tho door
sllghtrV ajar.

Very cautiously Gordon pushed it
wider.

A graceful woman, prettily gowned,
was seated In a chair beside the desk,
with her back to him. The click of
tho closing door made her jump up
and face him.

Gordon gasped. It was Juno Travis!
"Mr. Gordon!" she exolalmed, look-

ing around norvouBly. "Why did you
como here? How foolish of you to
take the chance! You had such a.

splendid opportunity to got away!
Why didn't you take advantage of It?"

"Get away?" Gordon laughed bit-
terly. "Miss Travis, everyone thinks
that 'getting away' Is mere child's
play until thoy try to do it Thero is
nothing bo djfflcult. Thoro is nothing
in tho torture lino that can como up
to It this dodging the police when
you don't know how. I'm tired and
cold and hungry. I've spent the night
on a lawn In the park. I haven't had
a morsel of food. I'm Blck and dis-
couraged ready to givo up. Mr. La-

mar Ib my last hope. I thought I'd try
him. If he turnB me down lt'B all
over."

"Maybe, If you can tell Bomebody
what has happened, it will make it
easier for you," said June.

Tho telephone on the desk, at June's
elbow, tinkled. ,

"I wonder If tk&t's a call," eho whis-
pered, dimpling with mischief. "It It
Is, I'm, going to answer It. Suppose
lt'fid some big crimo case? A murder!
Wouldn't it he exciting?"

She took the receiver from the
.hook.

"Hollo," she said, as brief and bUBl-nessli-

as could bo.
"Hello' came back over tho wire,

in a short, frightened gaBp. "Mr. La-

mar?"
There was a sharp click, a buzzing,

then uttor silence. June moved the
hook up and down Impatiently. Thero

"Why Did You Come Here?"1

waB no answer. She became quite ex-

cited about it and persisted. Sud-
denly a bored voice broke In:

"Number, please?"
"You cut me off!" June answered

sharply.
"What number were you talking

to?"
"I don't know. They called me."
"If I can locate the party, I'll call

you again. Hang up, please."
"Oh botherl"
Juno put the received back on the

hook and turned to Gordon.
"The reason I'm so put out and irri-

tated about it," she explained, "is be-

cause I thought it sounded like my
nurse's voice. It was so like hers
as though she were terribly fright-
ened! it couldn't havo been, though,"
she added meditatively. "Sho didn't
know I was coming here I didn't want
her to. And sho hadn't any reason to
call up Mr. Lamar. In fact I know
she'd avoid him. I suppose it was
only my imagination."

At the TraviB house Mary shrank
away from the telophono and covered
her face with her hands, in terror.
Juno at Lamar's office! Why? And
secretly, too. Horrors were piling up.

It had been a wild, unreasoning fear
that drew hor to th'e telephone to
communicate with Lamar. A sense of
desperation and complete helpless-
ness. She knew, as soon as the cen-

tral repeated the number after her,
that sho had done a foolish thing. And
then Juno had answered!

Mary cropt to tho foot of the stair-
way leading up to the attic and lis-

tened. Sho thought she heard a slow,
measured breathing. Then the Bound
of something heavy being dragged over
the floor made her fly to her own room
in instant terror.

There, sitting erect and tense in the
comfortable old chair where 'she was
accustomed to tako her afternoon nap,
she went over the happenings of the
past hour.

Hourl Had It been only an hour?
It was Incredible to suppose that so
much disaster could accumulate in
sixty short minutes. She looked at tho
llttlo silver boudoir clock, one ot
June's gifts. Just an hour since, sho
had looked from the window to see
Yama coming up the walk, carrying
his suitcase.

Only an hour since ho had put the
grip on the front porch and handed
hor the key to Juno's big trunk. Mary
ticked off tho dreadful events In a Bort
of morbid tabulation tho evonts that
had followed:

When she had gono into Juno's room
to get the rest of the unpacking fin-

ished Yama had followed her closely.
His face must have been unnaturally
ghastly at the' time. She had not no-

ticed until afterward, when its pallor
was hideous.

Then the trunk! A slight difficulty
in opening It, on account of tho koy
sticking the lid flying up suddenly,
and a squat, ugly, grinning face, with
crackod lips parted over ugly snags
of teeth, shoved close to her own!

Mary now caught her reflection in
tho mirror over the bureau of her
room. There wore blue hollows around
her eyos and a pinched, starved look
clung about her nostrils.

"Smiling Sam's" threat rang In her
ears.

"Thought you'd shake me, eh 7 Well,
you've got to hide mo now, or by ,

I'll"
She had hidden him aided by

Yama tho coward who had made this
fearsome situation possible. Together
thoy had urged Sam up the steps Into
the attic. He had gono, snarling at
them, mouthing gutter oaths and diro
threats. Just before he had closed tho
attic door he had flourished a knife
with a menacing gesture. It was an
Indelible warning to Mary, as she Bat
alone, recalling tho scene.

Suddenly, with a Bmothered scream,
tho old woman jumped to her feot and
caught at the edge of the bureau to
keep from falling. Upstairs from the
attic there was a crash that shook the
walls of tho room, then a stifled
moanl
(END OP TENTH INSTALLMENT.)
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I GERMAN RAIDER

fil'r Berlin, March 23, by wireless to

XI Sayvllle. Interesting details of somej

s'ltt

1Jm,

of the exploits of the German com-- "

merce raider Moewe have been given
by her commander, Captain Burgrave
Count von Dohana-Schlodie-

The day after the capture of tho Ap-pa-

by the Moewe, says the Overseas
News agency's summary of the count'3
reminlsconces, the steamer Clan Mac-Tavls- h

was sighted at 4:30 o'clock In
the morning. The MacTavIsh belli-fas- t,

it was only after a long chase J

that the Moewe was able to get near'
her. Then ensued a wireless conversa-
tion, tho iSIoewe asking, "What ship
are you?"

Tho MacTavIsh, being somewhat
mistrustful, answered: "Who aro
you?"

The Moewe replied: "A German
cruiser: stop Immediately."

"The MacTavIsh declared by wire-
less, 'I have stopped,' but she contlnu-- .

ed at full speed.y said tho Moewe's"
commander, in recounting the inci-
dent, "The first shell wc sent explod-
ed on the bridge. The firing went on
until after the MacTavIsh had been
hit several times, and she wired, 'We
havo really stopped.'"

A month later, during one night, a
ship was sighted whoso nationality It
was im possible to learn.-- . Her most
clover captain, when I askod him who I

lshe was, gnve mo a name which was"
not to bo found In any of the shipping
registers. I asked again, upon which
he gave another name. The captain
afterward told me that in his confu-
sion he roally had forgotton tho name
he gave first,

"It was a matter of utter indiffer-
ence under which namo the ship was
sunk, but it was pitiful that we should
have to sink a steamer with 100Q hot--.

ties of champagne on board, aa wo had
no more of the stuff ourselves.

"Off Madeira the Appain was sight-
ed. I signaled her to stop. As tho
captain did not obey, I fired a single
warning shot, upon which the steamer
come to a halt.

"Whou wo stoamedrovor to the Ap-pa-

wo noticed sailors of tho British
navy, who were about to direct can- -

nou against usN These sailors wex-- i

driven away by rifle fire. mm 1

"On board the Appam, besides four HI f
officers and thirty men of the British H
navy, we found ohcBts of gold. These mu
we carried with ub to Germany." M

" d
If wo could --rocongnfzo our duty flj

we should 'ho to dodge it, ll
oo m ft

SV SCREEN PICTURES 1
HILYINR I

IHGY I
There is so much that may be said ill!

on the subject of motion pictures as Ml
an educatjonal factor In modern il

;

civilization that I almost hesitate to M
discuss the problem in one short art-- ujilN
icle. Great as is the present in-- b IE

structlve value of the film the most j! M
conservation students admit It is in tiljlrj
its infancy and, as a form ot amuse- - 111 Efn

ment, the very fact that motion pic-- m j

ture production ranks fourth among BMlU
the Industries of the United States is B
quite sufficient to prove its standing. B j

It is the combination of amusement If jj

and instruction that is to be found in Hi
the motion picture of today that assur IPjj

ed its .permanency. nj

There was a time, a few years ago,
when' the man who provided for his j

family by working eight or ten hours 1
a day, at a not exorbitant wage, found '

the problem of paying for clean amuse- - Ml,

ment a difficult one to solve. Today a j

the many picture theatres, with admls-- i
slons ranging from five cents up,
answer the amusement question very i !

satisfactorily. After a hard day's ijj
work, the head of the family is en- - ?;
enabled to take his wife and children IB
to a comfortable theatre, where, for a j 1
small amount, they enjoy well-con- - will
structed dramas, uproarious comedies villi
and current news pictures, amplified Ijj j

by good music. Wlm
It is tho news picture that has de- - H( '

veloped into one of the most voluable J nj

educational mcdlumB of modern times. MB i J
A very few years ago we depended en mr
tirely upon newspaper accounts of the 1 1

happenings In foreign countries, fre-- HR l

quently grabled and sometimes pur-- H? in

posely distorted and illustrated, at HI fl

best, with reproductions of still photo-- III '
J

graphs. Today we see the actual i ll
happening portrayed upon the screen III jjf

almost as distinctly as the event it-- fljrnj
self. We seo the European armies jj J

marching to the front, battleships be- - l!f j
ing launched, generals and rulers In Ig !II

interesting moments, and a thousand IS J

and one other happenings that bring I j
foreign lands to our very doors. That p;
Is ono angle of the educational value Rj' I

of motion pictures. - Bill
Another, and perhaps more vitally - IJ 1

important department of screen educa- - Uaj II

tion is that used by private instltu- - fiB III
tlons. In schools and churches the mo- - oil. I

tion picture machine has hecame as Hani
permanent and necessary as the lib- - g Ml

rary; not replacing it, but acting as l I

a valuable auxiliary. fit jj
In commercial and manufacturing JLJi

lines the use of motion pictures In t
conjunction with the efficiency move-- Ift

ment mat has done so much to further In
the welfare of modern business has JJhJ

been of inestimable value. The new ljlj
processes of manufacture a new me-- jj
thod of salesmanship and kindred de- - 8j

tails may be shown to a multitude of M j
men and women by the use of a few li j

hundred feet of film, educating them Win
along some particular line which j

formerly would have required a vol- - jj

urae of exhaustive explanations and jj
I

many weary hours of study.
The most successful shops, factories Mfi

and wholesale and recall stores of If
today find that this methpd of bring- - If
ing the latest and best methods to the Ip
attention of their employees are of flfjj

mutual benefit to employer and em-- ttel

ployee alike, j I

tln many ways the motion picture Is
replaces tho library in families where
books might be a luxury. In some In- - u& I

stances ot would be impossible for the 111 Mi
poor man to possess many books. To- - siday the family visits the motion pic- - 1

ture theatre where, for a few cents, 9M
they see the greatest works of fiction ?

produced upon the screen by the best Pjl
actors, with appropriate scenery and Hill
it is astual scenery, not water-colore- d hJ
canvas of the old speaking stage. tl j

And so It has come to pass that Ml j

tho invention which was at first re- - Rj
garded as a toy has been developed II I

until it is at present one of the great- - j (

est Instruments of modem civilization. j

The elements of amusement and edib-- f ml

cation aro so nicely blended that we! ig It

are amused while being instructed l j

and Instructed while being amused, jj
And the future of the motion picture
is just as sure and certain as tho I Ijj
future of printing, for the motion pic- - Ml fill
ture is merely another means of con- - KJJj j
veylng thought and reproducing II fl

events. m
v' " fW II I

This world be a happy world if we um
could only believe everything we
say. 8)1 H

ill

Why don't you
!ffl buy a "MADERITE" to- - E f

day and learn what KIM
''& comfort and service a illlf
tf! real work shirt can rtflll
H 9lVC? llll
M Scowcroft's if

"Maderite"
iv has a bunch of Im-- K jl

jlKjj provements designed to HI C III

overcome all the 'kicks' Willi
you ever made with m jj

work shirts. V in

You buy SATISFAC. ffjl I

TION when you buy ijfill
Scowcroft's lffl! "Maderite" 11

Work Shirts. ljl
Ask the Man Hi

Who Wears Them, jl

Rend tho Classified Ads. ' W 1

Ads. II

9f"'JWt


